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hard day and must be tired. Lie here on the bed. I won't
go to bed and may even wake you up in the night to help
me. Turn out the lamp when you're ready to go to sleep."
She threw two logs into the stove and went out through
the narrow door, closing it tightly behind her. The mother
watched her go and then began to undress, thinking about
her.
"She's grieving over something...."
The mother was exhausted, but she felt strangely peace-
ful and everything seemed to shine with a soft, gentle
light which quietly flooded her soul. She had known this
peace before. It always came to her after any great emo-
tional stress. There had been a time when it frightened
her, but n©w it merely caused her spirit to expand, rein-
forcing it with great, strong feeling. She put out the lamp
and climbed into the cold bed, settling herself comfort-
ably under the blanket and soon falling into a deep sleep.
When she opened her eyes the room was filled with
the cold white light of a clear winter's day. Ludmilla
looked up from the couch where she was lying with a
book in her hands, and smiled in an unwonted way.
"Dear me!" exclaimed the mother in embarrassment.
"What a creature I am! Is it very late?"
"Good morning!" replied Ludmilla. "Almost ten. Get
up and we'll have tea."
"Why didn't you wake me?"
"I was going to, but when I came over you were smil-
ing so sweetly in your sleep I hadn't the heart."
She got up off the couch with a lithe movement, went
over to the bed and bent down. In the younger woman's
lustreless eyes the mother caught an expression that she
knew and loved.
"It seemed a pity to disturb you. Perhaps you were
having a happy dream."
"I wasn't."
'"It doesn't matter. I liked your smile. It was so calm
and good and ... all encompassing."
Ludmilla laughed, and the laugh was soft and velvety.

